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HYMN I. 


1X MFERCIFUL God, almighty King, 
To Thee with trembling Hearts we | 
turn, | 2 
To Thee our laſt Diſtreſs we bring, | 4 
And proſtrate at thy Footſtool mourn: » 4A 


3 Our own, our Nation's Sins confeſs, 
Which juſtly all thy Plagues demand, 
The Weight of publick Wickedneſs, 
That finks to — our guilty Land. 
a 2 —_ 


Yet. 


— 


4 HYMNS for the Year 1756. 
| 3 Yet hath thy kind Compaſſion ſpar'd 


* * Y { 1 
3 
£ 
1 


The Objects of thy righteous Ire, 
| While all thy threatned Woes we dar'd, 
. And mock'd that everlaſting Fire; 


4 While more © client ſtill, thy Word 
Of proffer'd Mercy we withſtood, 
Denied our all redeeming Loxp, 
And trampled. on our bleeding Gov. 


; Fr'n then Thou did our Guardian ſtand, 

Our Help in Danger's blackeſt Hour, 
Nor let the Sword go thro' our Land, 
Nor let the yawning Earth devour. 


6 By Heavenly Indignation truck, 
The conſcious Earth began to reel, 
Beneath our Load of Guilt it ſhook; 
Again it f and was fill 


7 ThE in turn'd its fatal Courſe, 
Turo' diſtant Realms the Judgment ſpread, 
And arm'd with Heaven's reſiſtleſs Force 
In ruinous Heaps whole Cities laid. 


8 O might we by their Downfall riſe, PG 


Thy ſudden Chaſtiſements t' avert, 
Preſent the grateful Sacrifice, 
Tbe broken, PO, obedient Heart, 


9 0 might we all our Sins forſake, 


The imminent Deſtruction ſnun, 
Before thy heavieſt Judgments ſhake 
Our Land, and turn it up-ſide-down: 


10 Before Thou all thy Wrath reveal, 

With Sodom and Gomorrab's Hire 

Reward, and leave thy Foes to feel 
The 3 of 2 Fire. | 
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HYMN I. 


- 1 FN our moſt precarious State, 
In this dark vindictive Hour, 
Shuddering on the Brink of Fate, 
Leſt the greedy Pit devour, 
From the Wrath of Earth and Sky, 
Where ſhall we for Refuge fly ? 


2 Lo! our All at Stake we ſee, 
All we prize or love below, 
Peace, and Life, and Liberty, 
Trifles to our ſoreſt Woe, 
Still we bear an heavier Load 
Trembling for the Ark of Gov. 


3 Trembling for Religion's Cauſe, 
Left it ſhare the common Doom, 
(Pure and undefil'd it was; 
| Purg'd from all the Dregs of Nome) 
Leſt the genuine Goſpel fail, 
Leſt the Gates of Hell prevail. 


4 Bow'd beneath the deepeſt Senſe 
Ok our State, we fain wou'd pray, 
O might general Penitence - 
Now prevent the evil Day, 
All theſe lowring Storms divert, 
Heaven engage to take our Part! 


5 Sovereign Majeſty of Heaven, 


Gop moſt merciful, moſt high, 
Who thy fav'rite Son haſt given 
For a rebel World to die, 
| Pity on thy Rebels take, 
Spare our Land for Jesv's ſake. 


N 1 © If 
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6 17 Thou muſt in Wrath reprove, 
Father, make not a full End, 
Viſit us in pard' ning Love, 
Then thy pardon'd Church defend, 
Then let Vael's Gop ariſe 
n his Enemies. | 


7 Far away the Aliens chaſe, 
Save the Land belov'd by Thee, 
Bleſs us, as in antient Days; 
Peace, and true Proſperity, 
| Goſpel. Righteouſneſs reſtore, 
Faith, and Life for evermore. 


3 | : H * M N III. 
| 17 W whoſe Nane in Love, 
| Whoſe Nature, always to forgive, 
Thine An _ with our Sins remove, 
q And bid thy humbled Rebels live. 
=_ >: Thy lifted Hand, reſtrain'd by Prayer, 
1 HFath often wav'd the threatned Blow: 
| | Still thy annat ral Ad forbear, 
x And all thy antient Mercies ſhew. 
5 ; When moſt diſpleas'd Thou ſhakeſt the Rod, 
- And abſalute thy Threat'nings ſound, 
* | A kind Reſerve is underſtoed, 
YZ * 3 A ſecret Clauſe for Mercy found. 
Y ney Yet forty Days, thy Juſtice cries, 
=. And Nineveh ſhall be o'ertbrown, 
 - Except (thy whiſpering Grace replies) 
= - They turn, before * Wrath comes down. 
| 17 8 How 
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5 How often hath thy Goodneſs tried 
A People hardned from thy Fear, 1 
And turn'd th' impending Plague aſide, 2 
And ſpar d our Land rom Year to Year? = 


6 Ev'n now Thou doſt the Stroke ſuſpend, 7, 
Thy pitiful Reluctance ſhew, NF 
And Watchmen thro' our Ie fend, » - _- 
To warn us of the falling Blow. IJ} 


7 What canft Thou more for Saab as 'F 
And if we farther till rebel, 
If ſtill our ſinful Luſts purſue, 


We court the hotteſt Flames of He el. 


8 The Men of Nineweh ſhall * | 
Our Judges in that vengeful Day, 
Unleſs we quit the Paths of Vice, 
And caſt our loathſome Sins e 


9 Leſs dreadful will the Puniſhment 
Of Sodom and Gomorrah prove, 
Then Ours, if ſcorning to repent, 
We till deſpiſe thy bleeding Love. 


* td. as 
— 


— — 


HI MN Iv. 
EZEKIEL IX. 


* 8 whoſe Wrath in antient Times 
' Oreflow'd thy ſinful People's Crimes; 
Whoſe angry Voice again I hear, 
| Which thunder'd in Exze#:e!'s Ear; 
7 Stir ap thy Mercy with thy Power, 
7 5 And arm us for the fiery Hour. 
N 


* 
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12 If now the dreadful Charge is given 

1 To the fterce Miniſters of Heaven, 

If ready now the Aliens ſtand, 
Their Slaughter weapons in cheir Hand, 
To deal the Chaſtiſements of Gop, 
And make our Land. a Field of Blood: 


3 Come avith them, O Thou Man in white, 


Who doſt in gracious Acts delight, 

Before the dire Deſtroyers come, 

In Love prevent the general Doom; 

Nor make thy Wrath on Sinners known, 
Till Merey hath ſecur d thine own. | 


4 Our ſad devoted Land go thro?, : 


Diſtinguiſhing the mournful Few, 
Whoſe Spirits vex'd with pious Pain, 
Lament our Sins of deepeſt Stain, 
And groan the Publick Guilt to bear, 
And agonize in ſecret Prayer. 


5 The Men, who daily figh and grieve, 


The Lots that in our Sodom live, 

A Difference in their Favour make, 
Into thy kind Protection take, 
And claim the penſive Souls for thine, 
A mark them with the crimſon Sign. 


A 6 The Sign which Men and Demons flee, 


Let Us evn now receive from Thee, 


Inſcribe us, O Thou pard nin Gop, 


Write our Protection in thy Blood, 


That Blood which every Ill averts) 
2 worn fone: r 9 
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ms Gov of Iſrael, "oe 
Before the ſlavghtering Troops draw near, 
Betore they at thy Houſe begin; 
To ſmite the hoary Slaves of Sin; 
Revoke the Charge, the Wicked ſpare, 
And give them to ae People's Prayer. 


"= 
- 
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With timely Sorrow we confeſs 

Our Land's abounding Wickedneſs, 
Our Sins that to a Deluge riſe, 

And dare the Vengence of the Skies, 
Where Sinners fancy Thee to reign, 
Regardleſs of the Works of Men. 


„The Earth He hath long ſince forſook, 
« Nor deigns on Worms to caſt a Look; 
Left to ourſelves (they madly cry) 

« We joy or grieve, we live or die, 

« And Floods may riſe, and Cities fall, 

1 For Chance, and Nature governs all. 


4 Canſt Thou colts the i impious rant. 
Whoſe A&ions ſay, There is no Gop ? 

Or muſt Thou all thy Fury pour, 

And let the Sword thy Foes devour, | 
The Plague deſtroy, the Dearth confume, 
Or gaping Earth at once intombdꝰ 


5 We know not, Lox, thy dread Decree, | 

For ſecret Things belong to Thee, 

Whether Thou wilt again reprieve, 

Or now "OR Final Sentence des ſb» £1) 2 > 
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But till thy Counſel Thou diſplay, 
We ſtill for Mercy, Mercy pray. 


6 Call in the ruthleſs Sons of Rome, 
Nor let the threaten'd Earthquake come: 
We hear the Rod, we mourn and figh, 
We with the weeping Remnant ery 
* Revoke the Charge, the Wicked ſpare, 

% And give them to thy People's Prayer.” 


— — 


HYMN VI. 
_ PART m. 


1 CTAY, Thon departing Spirit ſtay, 
Nor take thy Prefence quite away ! 
Tho' now our languid Hearts bemoan 
Thy Glory to the Threſhold, gone, 
Vet do not, Loab, withdraw thy Light, 
Or leuve us to eternal Night, 


2 Ariſe into thy Refting-Place, 
As in thoſe wondrous antient Days, 
When Gov appear'd to dwell with Men, 
Betwixt the myſtic Cherybs ſeen, 
. Worfhip'd by all the Angel. Quire, 
And ſymboliz d by living Fire. 


3 Now to thy drooping Church return, 
- Thou Comforter of all that mourn, 
Thy Suppliants in thy Temple meet, 
And bleſs us from thy Mercy-Seat, 
And till in our Aſſemblies ſhine, 
The dazling Shechinab Divine. 


| 4 The Tokens of thy Preſence e, 
And gaard us from th' invading Foe: 5 
3 25 y 
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Thy Glory 1 our ſure Defence, 
Our Buckler, thy Omnipotence, _ 
Nor ever from thine Houfe remove, 
When fill'd with all the Life of Love. 


The Fourth Chapter of JEREMIA H. 
PART I. 


1/-ael, hear the warning Word, 
Accept —_ to weep and mourn, 
Return to thy inviting Loxy, 
If yet Thou wilt, e ſaith, Neun. 


2 By timely Grief the Woe prevent, 0 

Nor weary out my patient Love, 

If now thou wilt at laſt repent, . 
Thou never, never ſhalt remove. 


3 Stabliſh'd in Truth od Righteouſneſs 4 
The Loxp thou for thine-own ſhalt claim: 
The Nations too themſelves ſhall bleſs 
In Him, and boaſt of Jzsv's Name. 


4 For thus we Loxp-vouchſafes peak, 
Sinners, my lateſt Call obey, 
Break up your Fallow Groans, and ſeek 
My Face, and caſt your Sins away. 


© Chat not the fned aft Lone ©. * > 5: 
From worldly Cares and Pleaſures free, 
The Foreſkin of your Hearts Le 


. zie vp al your Souls to me. 


| mo . 
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6 Repent, bebggen vengeful Ire 
Tor all your evil Deeds ye feel, 
Before my Wrath break out as Fire, 
And burn with Flames unquenchable. 


HYMN VIII. 
PART I. 


Hzovcnovr Jeruſalem declare, 
In Judab's Land proclaim the Woe, 
Sound an Alarm of inſtant War, 
And point them to th invading Foe. 


2 Blow ye the Trumpet 8 loudeſt Blaſt, 
Let all the Crowd with Horror cry, 
„Fly to the Forts, with trembling Haſte, 
Before the ſwift Furſuer 11 © 


3 The Standard Sion- ward: or up. 
Ye People all in Time retreat, 
Fly from the Sword, nor dare to Kop, 5 
Where War hath fixt its bloody Seat. 


2 4 For I the juſt, the ;eabbgs Gov; l 


Will call an Evil from the North, 
Scatter my dreadful Plagues abroad; 
And ſend the Iwift DeſtcuQion forth, 


5 The Lion bam his We is come, 
The Waſter fierce is on his Way, 
The Powers of perſecuting Rome 
Are all gone forth to kill and lay. 


6 Th' Invader comes with pats Haſte, | 
The Scourge of Heaven's avenging 3 
5 2 lay thy Land and Cities waſte, 
And plant his Faith wich Fire and Sword. 
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7 For this ye Sinners howl and cry, 
Your broken Hearts and Vgices join, 
With Sackcloth girt, in Aſhes lie, 
And groan to bear the Wrath Divine. 


- 


8 The Wrath Divine doth fiercely burn, 

Doth ſtill on all our Souls abide, . 
Nor will He from his Anger turn, 
Nor will our Gop be pacified, 


9 Horror ſhall every Heart aſſail, 
And ſore Diſtreſs, and huge Diſmay, 
Prophets, and Prieſts, and Kings ſhall fail 
Aſtoniſhed in that dreadful Day. 


NM 
1 FN Gov, Thou haſt deceiy'd our Hope, 
Our ſureſt Hope of laſting Peace, 
Haſt given thy wretched People up, 
And ſcourg'd us for our Wickedneſs ; 


Abandon'd to the ſlaughtering Sword, 
We bear the Fury of the Logo. 


2 My furious Wrath they ſtill ſhall know: 
And lo! a mighty ſcattering Wind 
Shall from the barren Mountains blow, 
And {weep to Hell the faithleſs Kind, 
Their Lives L. will no more reprieve, 
But now the final Sentence give. 


3 The Spoiler as a Cloud ſhall riſe, 
The whole devoted Land o'erſpread ; 
His Chariot as a Whirlwind flies 
His Horſes match my Eagle's ſpeed; - 
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Alas for us hall gien "= 
"EN albour* es an helpleſs prey! ! 


3 0 dier, walk thy Heart Hom Sin, | 
So ſhalt 'Thoa my Salvation ſee: 
How long ſhall Evil lodge within 
The Temple that belongs to "Me 
Thy vain Deſigus and Thoughts remove, 
T' admit the Gob of Fed ang Love, 


5 For lot a Voice 2 abvful "=" 
Declares the Scourge and 2 „ 
Go, call the hoſtile Nations round, 
Before Jeruſalem d appear, 
Summon from far th' %,.: +. OY 1 
70 ſhout againſt her * trembling Towers. 


6 Her watchful Foe ſhall kee her i in, 
And cloſt Beſiege bn evefy Side, 
Chaſtiſe the Rebels for their Sin: 
Hhecaauſe thou haſt wy Wrath dee d. 
| Refas'd to tremble at my Frown, PF; a 


And fore d wy ling ring Judgment down. 


7 Thy Doi eiügg have procur'd the Woe, 
And pull'd it on thy guilty: Head: 
The fatal Cauſe with Horror know, 
Thy Sin in thy Ckaſtiſement read, 
is in the bitter, penal Smart 
Evil of xg Life and Heart. 


#7 
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"PAR T IV. 


y YO yearn wich deep Ditrefs 
| My Heart is pain'd, and mourns within, 
2 * laments, and cannot ceaſe, 

Alarm'd by War's perpetual Din, 
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* Soul i foreſtall the 1 1 at | 
And dies to Pear the Trumpet! band. „ 


2 Deſtruction is the dreadful Cry! | 

| Deſtruction from the Loa b i: come + 

The Land is ſpoil'd, the People fly, 
And flying meet their ſudden Dom, 

My Tents are ſpoil'd, my Curta ns torn, | 
And 1 wy Country's Ruin morn. 


re Lend 


3 How long ſhall I the Standard ke, = 
And hear the Trumpet s martial Blaſt B13 2 i 
Till T/-aet hear, and turn to Me, * 2 
The Loep hath faid, my Wearh ſhall laſt, = 
The whole devoted. Land devour; _ + _ 
And all its Storms of Vengenge pour. AN 4 


6 For O! l have not known, 
My Ways they have not underſtood, 
Averſe from Me, to Evil prone, © 

Expert in Sin, but rude in Good, 
Fooliſk and ſottiſh Children they. 
Who will unn their Gov fenen 
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HYMN Xx. 
ABEL 7 


1 Y Saw the Earth by Sin defiroy's, 
1 And lo! it lay wrapt up in.N ight, 
A Chaos without Form, and void,  .. 
And robb d of all its heaveyly Light, 


2 10 and lo! the Mountains ook, 
The Hills mov d lightly to and fro, 
The Birds had all the Sky ſorſook, . 


* = 


Nor nor Beaſt appear d below, e 
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3 I faw, and 16! the fruitful Place 

| Was to a ghaſtly Deſart turn'd, 
Beneath JezHovan's fron ning Face 
The ghaſtly Deſart droop'd, and mourn * 


1 . 24 The Nation ſuddenly o'erthrown_ 


I ſaw before the Waſter's Sword: 
The Cities all were broken down 
In Preſence of their angry Lonp. 


5 For thus their angry Lon p hath hide. 
The Land ſhall ſoon be all laid waſte: 
ver will I to the Remnant look, _ 
And ſpare the weeping Few at laſt, 


6 I will not l conſume, 
Or make a full deſtructive End, 
But change my des late People's Doom, 
And every „ l befriend. 


HYMN XII. 
-PART VI. 


YET firſt the ſtricken Earth Hall mourn, 
And deepeſt Night obſcure the Skies, 
1 will not from my Purpoſe turn, 
Reſolv d my Rebels to chaſtiſe. 


2 My Rebels ſhall with pannic Dread 
Before the furiouz Horſemeg fly, 

Climb the ſteep Rocks with deſperate Speed, 
Or panting in the Thickets be. 


3 The Cities ſhall be all gende; 
Ahl Sion, whether wilt "2M 
To whom for Help or Reſcue look, 5 
When ravag'd by th'invading Foe.? 


hd 
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4 And thee with thy nebel Dreſs, 


With Gems and Gold their Hearts to gain, SY 


Colour with niceſt: Art thy Face, 
And ſtrive to Fate, but all in vain. 


5 Thy Beauty cannot take their Ryes, 
r turn thy Lovers Wrath away, 
Thy Lovers ſhall thy Charms deft, A 
And ſeek, whom they abhor, to "jy 


6 For I have heard a Voice. of Woes, 3 
And ſhrill Complaints that pierce theſFkies, 
Loud as a Woman in her Throes, - e 
Sion's afflicted Daughter cries. 


7 Weary to Death, ſhe ſpreads ber Hand 
And wails her-Lofs, and ſpeaks her Pain, 
« Ah! woe is me, the Ruffian Bands 
« Have all 2 Ca DLL * * 


* 
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1 1 M N XI. 
1 Luienrv Loxp of Hoſts, 
On whoſe protecting Grace, 
Thy quiet Flock ſecurely truſts 


In troublous evil Days: | 
Wha hear'ſt the faithful Prayer, 
Incline thine Ear to ours, 
And guard us from the coming Snare 
irh al thy heavenly Powers. „ ea 


2 For us thy guardian Hand 
HFath oft extended been, 
When Babes Sons affail'd the Land, N ial 
Thy Mercy ſtept between; 
Thy Mercy caught vs up 
As from our inſtant Doom, 
And fruſtrated the ſureſt Hope 
8 Antichriſtian Rome: 


- : 1 
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And make the ſcattered 
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3 Thou, Laws, againſt our Foes 


Didſt for thy People fight, 
Their dark Conſpiracies diſcloſe, 
And blaſt their open Might, 
Their conſecrated Hoſts, 
| Their Fleets invincible, 
And baffle the triumphant Boaſts, 
And ſubtleſt Plots of Hell. 


Ev'n now thy. viercing Eye 
The cloſe Deſign 8 75 
fy. 


| of! en, who rael's Gop 


A falſe perfidious Race: 
Who treacherouſly contend 
Our Country to o'erthrow, 


| And watch the dreadful News to ſend 


In the deſtructive Blow. | 


5 With 3 Error blind, 
With wild Ambition's Luſt, ä 
They reign, Corrupters of Mankind, 
And Murtherers of the Juſt, 
Drunk with the Martyrs Blood, 
They all thy Laws diſdain, 
And boldly cry 4 There is no God: 
4 Or none who died for Man.” 


6 Suchis the 1 Lond, 


Who on our Necks wou'd tread ! 
Ah ! do not uſe them as thy Sword, 
Nor let their Plots ſucceed : 
But caſt the Wicked down, 
Confound their angry Pride, 
liens own, 3 
That Gop i is on our r Side. 
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1 I7E Servants of Go, 


Who bought you with Blood, 
Shall quickly appear : 

In Love's lateſt Seaſon 
Ye Sinners awake, 

For IEs us is riſen 
The Kingdoms to ſhake, 


2 His Juſtice or Grace 
Ye ſhortly ſhall prove, 
For theſe be the Days 
Of Vengence—and Love, 
The great Tribulation 
Ev'n now is begun: 
The Hour of 'Temptation, 
And Reſcue is One. 


3 Redemption is come, 
Jenovan deſcends, 
His Haters to doom, 
And honour his Friends. 
The World He is waking . 
From ſinful Repoſe: 
In Battles of - ſhaking 
He fights with his Foes. 


4 Fire, Vapour, and Storm 
Accompliſh his Word, 
And Earthquakes perſorm 


The Charge of their Lords? 


The Pride of the Nations 
He terribly ſpurns, 

. Earth's ſtedfaſt Foundations, 

ies O'erturns. 


Acknowledge Him near; 


HVMNs for the VI An 1786. 


£ # , 5 


X 


* 


The Lari Thain 


1 Mountains and Seas, 
akes the dry LH... 
watry Abyſs ? 
A marvellous M 
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